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Abstract
KAREN’S lithe frame slid into the white dress. “My, it’s beautiful,” she thought. She stood
very straight, still gazing into the mirror in the church dressing room...
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KAREN'S lithe frame slid into the white dress. "My, it's beautiful," she thought. She stood very straight, still 
gazing into the mirror in the church dressing room. 
"The church is packed, dear, and everything looks just 
lovely," Mrs. Evans smiled at her daughter. She watched 
Karen frown into the mirror adjusting her wedding veil. 
"Does it look all right, Mother?" 
Mrs. Evans patted an obstinate piece of veiling into place 
over Karen's dark hair, and stood back. Karen looked like 
a white fairy in her wedding dress. Her slim frame appeared 
even slimmer in the dress and the dark eyes that looked 
over the net and lace shone brightly. 
"You look very nice. Are you ready? Your father is wait-
ing now. Shall we go?" 
Karen turned stiffly. She picked her way through the 
boxes and tissue paper to the door. 
The organ was booming the "Wedding March". Karen 
had a tight hold on her father's arm. At the rehearsal the 
preacher had told her, "Go slowly." Now she was going so 
slow that her father whispered "Come on, step it up." 
She saw Dick at the altar. He didn't look at all the same. 
She saw him smile at the best man. "That isn't even his 
smile," she thought. 
Now they were together, this stranger, Dick, and Karen, 
and the minister was beginning the service. 
Karen started to listen. "Dearly beloved,. . ." The stranger 
was still beside her. Karen's eyes fastened on one of the 
burning candles at the altar. The flame flickered, hints of 
red and yellow. 
Suddenly Karen jerked. The hand on her arm was firm 
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and restraining. Automatically her muscles tightened. "I 
shouldn't be here," came her startling realization. "I 'd rath-
er be swimming than getting married.' ' 
She thought of the shower the kids had given for her. 
She'd broken twelve ribbons. Everyone had teased her 
about having twelve children. She had laughed with them 
then, but now . . . Karen blinked. "Twelve children— oh, 
lawdy." She saw herself in fifteen years, all frowzy and fat 
with twelve small children tugging at her skirts, climbing 
one the furniture—children everywhere. 
Her mother had asked her three weeks ago if she were 
sure she wanted to get married. Karen said she was. But 
now—"Maybe Dick isn't the right one, maybe tomorrow I'll 
meet someone who's better. Maybe—." 
"Dick is so peculiar. All he likes to eat is tuna fish and 
jello." Suddenly she was in a kitchen. All around her were 
stacked cans of tuna fish. Dick was grinning at her from the 
table in the dining room saying, "More tuna fish, more 
tuna fish." T h e words pounded in her brain. T u n a fish, tuna 
fish. 
Suddenly a tall stranger said, "Let's go swimming." "My 
he's pretty," thought Karen. They dived into the pool. T h e 
water didn ' t splash; it just sort of sucked them in. 
T h e n she heard the stranger say, "This isn't a swimming 
pool, it's a bowl of lime jello." 
"Mommy." Karen turned .There were twelve children 
running toward her. T h e stranger faded away as Karen tried 
to swim through the jello. 
"Mommy." Karen plowed around in the green mass . . . 
Karen jumped as she felt a hand on her shoulder. 
"Karen honey, the church is all ready. Your father's out-
side. Let me look at you, dear." 
Karen stood u p straight in the billowy white dress. She 
looked like a white fairy. Her mother patted an obstinate 
piece of veiling into place around her dark curls. Karen's 
dark eyes looked frightened and extra big. 
"What 's the matter, honey? Are you scared? Well, every-
one's scared right before her wedding." 
"I 'm OK." She picked her way through the boxes and 
tissue paper to the door. 
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There was the "Wedding March." Karen held tight to 
her father's arm. 
At the altar, Dick looked at her and smiled. Karen breath-
ed deeply. This time it really was Dick. Karen smiled back. 
— Nancy Stahlman Spangler, Ex. '55 
THE STORM 
The night was black 
And then the lightning came 
Making 
The trees 
Wierd shadows in the still. 
Thunder 
Loud as bombs 
Crashed uninvited into the silence, 
And the darkness 
And the lightning 
And the thunder 
Were a raging storm within me 
For I felt the uncertainty of youth 
And the value of time. 
Now the storm is through. 
Only a drop of rain falling from a tree 
Remains 
There is no rainbow 
And the only peace 
Is that of 
Silence. 
—Anon. 
